The Safety Catch
Mr. Trumper was not the man to be bullied. He too had a power-
ful voice and fixed opinions about clients.
"Don't shout at me," remarked the client.
"I'd do more than shout," roared Desmond, "if I were in your
company. Pay what you owe, or you know what'll happen."
"I'll have you sacked, you saucy bastard," shouted the distant
client.
This was the moment at which Mr. Sebastian Carver and Mr.
Wilfred Trebbe walked into the office. Mr. Trumper knew that in
their expressed view, the customer was always right. A smile so
unctuous that it was a pity the client could not see it appeared on
Mr. Trumper's face.
"Certainly, Mr. Barebones," he said genially. "Certainly."
"What!" cried the astonished client, looking at the telephone as
if it had taken the conversation in hand itself.
"We shall be delighted to accommodate you, sir."
"Here," said the client distrustfully, "don't you try to be funny."
Mr. Trumper kept a watchful eye on the visitors. John had risen
and gone to meet them, a deferential smile on his face.
"No, no. Not at all," replied Mr. Trumper, with hearty bon-
homie.
John raised the counter-flap. "Good morning, sir," he said with
the greatest affability. "Good morning, Mr. Trebbe."
"Good morning," said Mr. Carver briefly and impersonally.
Mr. Trebbe nodded. They passed through into the office, John
holding up the flap with the ceremony of a deacon admitting
visiting preachers to a pulpit.
"You want to see Mr. Gassdrop?" asked John solicitously. Mr.
Carver nodded, making for the Manager's door. John, by a swift
effort, got in front, tapped on the glass and opened the door. Mr.
Carver walked in, followed by Mr. Trebbe, and the door closed.
Mr. Trumper saw them vanish. He clutched the telephone,, and
looked at it as if it were Mr. Barebones. As a matter of fact, it was
better-looking and a great deal cleaner.
"Now look here, Mr. Barebones," he said, between clenched
teeth, "I've no time to waste on the likes of you. If we don't receive